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Lars took his reading glasses off his nose and handed a pile of papers back to his lawyer on the opposite side 


of a huge mahagoni table in an elegant office. 
"So that's a wrap for today?" 
"Yes, we're through with the contracts. Thank you for your patience, Lars. | know it took pretty long today." 


"Nevermind. It was important to get that stuff done. You're doing a great job, man. Gotta grab some lunch now, 


l'm starving!" 
The man in the three-piece-suit made a hand gesture to keep Lars from leaving. 


"Uhm... Lars.. actually.. there's something else we need to talk about. We made some investigations on a case 


and we need to know if you want us to drop it or continue pursuing it” 

"Okay, what is it?" 

"We found out about something that might lead to copyright infringements and maybe even personal offence." 
"What? Oh shit! Then what are you waiting for? Take all the legal actions you need!" 


"Well, its not all that simple this time. It's not like someone's used a logo or a song without permission. But let 
me start from the beginning: a couple of months ago an anonymous source sent us a file of a short film 
about four young musicians in a band living together. All four of them look extraordinairily similar to you, 
James, Dave Mustaine and Cliff Burton in your early twenties. Most of the plot resembles what happened to 
Metallica from 1981 to 1983. From what our source has told us, the thing is created like some sort of TV 


series, each episode is about twenty minutes long and until now ten episodes have been released." 
"So if somebody's using our names, why don't you get a restraining order?" 


"That's exactly it. The author is taking meticulous care not to use any of your real names. The guitarist and 
singer's name is Jack, the drummer's name is Linus, the other guitarist is called Dan and the bassist is called 
Chris. A few other facts are altered as well, like for example the guys are living in San Diego, not San 


Francisco. And Linus is the son of a famous Swedish author." 


Lars couldn't help but laugh out loud at that. He relaxed a little. The whole thing seemed to be just another 


bizarre example of fan adoration. 


"The band's name is lronaxe. Guess she figured that calling it ‘Metal'-something would have been too obvious 


for any judge in the world” 
"She?" 


"From what we know by now the films are written, produced and directed by a woman. She allegedly won a 
large amout of money in a lottery and obviously invested all of it in making this series. And she spared no 
expense, she must be working with an absolutely professional film crew. But the series isn't available online. 
You have to apply via e-mail, then you have to undergo some sort of examination before you eventually 
receive the file with an episode. It's like some sort of a secret society. Its inner circle consists of a group of 
women who got to know each other on a fan-fiction website. From there, it seems to have spread through 
word-of-mouth recommendation. But what's so unbelievable is that up to now, we haven't found any indication 
that she's making money with the series. She's not charging money for sending the files and there's no 
advertising whatsoever. We're still researching, but it seems that she's making those very high quality pro- 


shot films simply for her own entertainment and shares them with a few others.” 


"Then | honestly don't know why you're making such a fuss about it. If she's not making any profit with it, | 
don't see a problem. And if you can't find any potential evidence for copyright infringements.” 


The lawyer had started drawing circles on a writing pad with his pen 


"The movie's not only about the members of the band living together and making music. The storyline also 


involves Jack's and Linus', meaning James' and your.. romantic relationship, to express it in a decent way." 
"Romantic relationship?? And what do you mean ‘in a decent way'?" 

The lawyer took a deep breath. "I don't know how to tell you this.. 

"You're a lawyer, for God's sake! You're paid for being good with words!" 


"Okay, well, you're gonna see for yourself soon anyway. There are a lot of explicit homoerotic sex scenes 


between Jack and Linus." 
"Explicit homoerotic sex scenes? You mean.. gay porn?” 
"Well, yes. You could call it that." 


o you're Telling Me TnaT Some woman somewnere is spending her entire TorTune To make a movie where 
"So you're telling me that h pending her entire fortune to mak h 


James and | fuck?" 

Lars leaned back in his black leather chair, trying to process what he'd just heard. 

The lawyer's face had turned deep red. 

"Uhm... that's... basically.. the essence of it, yeah." 

"This is ridiculous." 

"Certainly, but that doesn't change the fact that it exists..." 

"Okay, why don't you just show me those episodes so | can see for myself what we're talking about?" 
"Uhm... | don't think that would be a good idea, Lars. I'm gonna send you the files in an e-mail, okay?" 
"Why don't we just watch it right here?" 


"l. l'm sure you'd rather be alone while you're watching them. Trust me!" 
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"How the fuck do you still manage to talk me into doing stupid stuff like this? | could be lying in a perfectly 
comfortable hotel bed right now, but here | sit in this rusty old Volvo with you, forced to smell the most 
disgusting air-freshener I've ever had to smell." James harangued as he crossed his arms in front of his 


chest and tried to find a halfway comfortable position for his long legs. 


"It seems to be strawberry, at least that's what it's shaped like." Lars was apparently unimpressed by his 
lifelong bandmate's tirade and gnawed on his inevitable toothpick. 


| don't care, its nasty. Smells like that awful cologne you were using for a while in the nineties." 
"That was a gift from Kirk!" 

| should have known.. Can't we at least throw that fucking strawberry thing out the window?" 
| don't think my gardener's wife would be so fond of that idea" 

"Why the heck didn't we come here in one of your own cars?" 


"And sit here in this filthy dark back alley in a dubious San Francisco warehouse area in a huge black 


Mercedes? Great idea, James. We needed an inconspicuous car, that's why | asked my gardener to lend me his." 
"Didn't he ask you why?" 
"Not after | gave him a hundred bucks." 


"Fuck, we're gonna get robbed and killed here sooner or later anyway." James scooted lower in his seat and 


pulled the brim of his woolen hat down further. 


"Oh, come on. We can oversee the whole street from here and the car is parked in this dark corner. Even if 


somebody notices us we'll be outta here in seconds." 
Lars reached for a bag behind his seat, pulled something out, and handed it to James. 


"Here, this one's for you." 


"What the fuck is that? Wow.." James turned the huge black set of binoculars in his hand and looked at it in 


awe. 
"Well, the best ones | could get in such a short amount of time," Lars answered and pulled out a second pair. 


“These are the most expensive ones you can get. They're amazing! I've wanted to get these for hunting for a 


while. They have an amazing zoom and they're perfect for weak light" 


"That's exactly why | chose them. My first idea was one of those night-vision cameras, but they would have 
taken at least 6 hours to deliver." 


"You bought two pairs of top quality hunting binoculars to watch some freaky fans shooting cheesy videos in 
the middle of the night?" 


"Shhh, there's a van coming. See, Mrs. Spielberg's on time. | am. sharp, just like she wrote in the e-mail we 
intercepted yesterday. Man, isn't it a great coincidence that they're shooting right here in San Francisco a day 


before our gig?" 


A group of people exited the van Two of them, obviously men in their early twenties, immediately busied 


themselves with unloading light and camera equipment. 
A woman in a black hooded jacket walked a few steps up and down the road to make sure there was nobody 
else around. Then she made a waving gesture and a shorter woman in similar clothes came out with two boxes. 


She went around the vehicle and started to prepare something in the back of the van. 


Then the next person got out of the van. It was a tall young man with long blond wavy hair. He wore a short 
black leather jacket, deep black skin tight jeans and white high top sneakers. 


James and Lars raised their binoculars to their eyes in perfect synchronicity. 
"Fock! Is this weird or what?" 


"Holy shit, this is creepy. | mean, | was pretty amazed when | saw him in the video, but its even more striking 


to see him in the flesh. He even fucking moves like me." 


Both men watched in silence for a while. Lars reached behind his seat again and took a sip from a stainless 


steel coffee mug. 
James chuckled when he saw it. 
"Got any donuts, too?" 


"No, but that's a good idea for the next time." 


"Which fucking next time?" 

Suddenly the next person who swiftly jumped out of the van caught their attention 

It was a short skinny young man with long shiny brown hair, wearing the same sneakers, black spandex pants 
and a baseball jacket. His big round eyes with long lashes and his heart-shaped lips gave him an androgynous 
look He walked up to the blonde and seemed to be talking incessantly. 

Lars whistled quietly through his teeth. 


"Never in life were you ever this pretty.” 


"Pardon me? Of course | was!" Lars punched James jokingly on his upper arm without losing sight of the film 
set. 


"Well, | don't remember much from those years anyway," James sighed, his tone melancholy. 

The two young men stood together with their hands in their pockets while everybody around them was still 
hurrying to prepare the movie set. Sometimes the tall blonde nodded or laughed at a joke, then he seemed to 
explain something to the smaller man who looked up at him admiringly. 

"Wish we could hear what they're talking about." 

‘Oh, all of a sudden you're getting curious?" 

"He's probably telling the little squirt to shut the fuck up." 

"| don't think he's gonna do what Big Dork is telling him." 

Both men giggled. James had to admit to himself that the whole situation was kind of funny and exciting. Lars 
and he hadn't done anything just for fun together in years. They never went out together, everything they did 
together was strictly band-related. 

"What were their names in the video again?" 

"You're Jack and l'm Linus." 

"Linus... haha. | guess someone's got a new nickname." 


"Don't you ever dare start calling me Linus! Then she'll know that the videos were leaked to us!" 


"Don't worry, I'll only do it when there's nobody around." 


The shorter woman gestured to Jack and Linus to sit down on the edge of the back of the van and started 
using different utensils from her make-up cases. Both men were obviously trying to entertain her with jokes 
since she often interrupted her work because she had to laugh so hard. Every once in a while she made a 
playful gesture as if to slap one of them, and they ducked away and grinned at her. 

"Those kids seem to be having a good time." 

"Yeah, looks like the make-up girl is definitely enjoying her job." 


‘Sometimes I'd really like to travel back in time," James sighed. 


Lars saw from the corner of his eye that James sucked his stomach in a little. "You know, do it all over again 


But sober this time." 
"You wouldn't have done half the stuff we did if you had been sober." 


"That's probably true." 
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The director sat on her chair and gave some last instructions to Jack and Linus who were now standing in the 
spotlight in front of a wall in the alleyway. The two assistants were now acting as cameramen with one 


handheld camera and a steady one. 
From their hiding place in the car James and Lars watched as the scene started. 
Lars had almost expected something like a slate but there was nore. 


The plot wasn't hard to tell. The band had obviously played a concert and the two young men were having a 


chat and a smoke in the empty street behind the backstage entrance of a music club. 


The make-up assistant had done her best to make them both look like they were heated and sweaty from the 


show. 


Jack leaned against the wall, wearing a Venom shirt with the sleeves cut off, showing his tan arms. On his 
right, Linus was sitting on a garbage can, his legs dangling restlessly, talking and gesticulating and flipping his 


hair from side to side every once in a while. 
"Remember those days? When we didn't have an entourage of people around us?" James had leaned forward to 
rest his arms on the dashboard while Lars had pulled his foot onto the seat and propped his binoculars up on 


his knee. 


James’ sentimental reaction still surprised him, but he had to admit that the scene brought up some old 


memories in him, too. 


"Oh yeah. We just packed the van, drove somewhere and played. It was all so simple. | don't have a fucking clue 
how we did all this without cellphones." 


After a few minutes of dialogue the two young actors had finished their cigarettes, and Linus moved closer to 
Jack, stroking Jack's arm up and down with his fingertips and looking up at him with a flirtatious gaze. 


"Okay, now | guess we're getting to the ‘romantic’ part." Lars whispered and chuckled. 


James and Lars both held their breath involuntarily when Linus pushed himself up on his toes and kissed Jack, 


who now rested his hands on Linus’ hips and pulled him close. The kissing got more intense and after a while 


Linus pulled away and dropped to his knees in front of Jack. Even without hearing it, their older alter egos in 
the car were able to read the word "Fuck!" from Jack's lips when he let his head fall back and closed his eyes. 
Although Linus' body was "blocking the view" for the on-lookers it was easy to tell from the up-and-down 
movement of his head what was happening. The assistant with the handheld camera had changed his position to 
capture the details. 

A few yards away in the car James' jaw dropped when he realized what they were witnessing. 

"Holy fuck, are they doing what | think they're doing? For real?" 

"Haven't you watched the video that | sent you?" 

‘Only until Fran came home earlier than | expected” 

"How much did you watch?" 

"Like 10 minutes." 

"God, that explains a lot. But | fold you they were fucking!" 

"I thought you were over-exaggerating as usual.” 

"As usual? Oh, great." 

James nudged Lars with his elbow. 

‘lm sorry, | just thought you made that up." 


"Well, obviously not, as you can see now." 


"Wow, that's quite a show ." Lars was looking for disapproval in James' voice, but to his surprise his bandmate 


seemed to find the whole thing entertaining. 

"You're aware that its two guys going at it over there?" 

"A mouth is a mouth, isn't it?" 

Lars noticed that James was adjusting the zoom on the binoculars. 

"When do you get to watch your younger self having a good time like this?" 


Lars shook his head in disbelief. 


"Wow, I'd never have expected a reaction like that from you. | thought you would have freaked out! In fact l'm 


surprised you're still sitting in your seat and not on your way to beat the crap out of these boys." 

‘It's not that | see something entirely new." 

Lars took a moment to ponder on what James had just said. What did he mean by "not entirely new"? Did he 
allude to something? Of course he'd gotten countless blowjobs in his life, but.. from a guy? No, no, no. Not the 
Mighty Hetfield. No, Lars wouldn't put his foot in his mouth and react to that allusion. But.. 

"What do you mean you don't see something entirely new?" So much for keeping a Danish mouth shut. 

| meant exactly what | said." 

"So you're basically saying that you had oral sex with men?" Lars felt goosebumps on his skin as soon as the 
sentence was out. He expected that typical Hetfield laughter, a snide remark or another elbow in his side, but 
instead a long silence followed James kept on gazing through his binoculars while Lars had dropped his and 
turned towards him open-mouthed. 


"Shocked?" James didn't move at all, but Lars could see the hint of a smirk 


"Uhm.. yes, indeed! What the fock? | mean, | thought | knew you like nobody else! | can't believe it. You're just 
kidding, right?" 


"Why should 1?" 

"Holy shit! When? And who?" 

"Long time ago. Actually it happened only twice until." 
"until" 

"until Jason." 

"And then?" 

"God, | thought you were the smarter one of us." 

"Wait a minute. Jason? Jason??" 

"Shhh... You're fucking loud. They might hear us over there!" 


"Okay, so Jason Newsted sucked your.. oh, my god!" 


'Indeed" James stated matter-of-factly, 
"Shit! Why the hell didnt | know that?” 

"You were probably too busy meeting celebs and sniffing all kinds of substances up your nose 

Lars pouted and put his binoculars back in front of his eyes again He was a little disappointed to see that the 


sex scene was obviously over, since Jack and Linus were sitting in the back of the van again with their jackets 


on and soda cans in their hands, apparently still a little exhausted from their "performance". 


"Jeez, finding out that James Hetfield is into guys is kind of like finding out that Ted Nugent's favorite food is 
tofu!" 


'Hey, its not that l'm into guys in general. lm not gay. tm absolutely happy with Fran. But there were a couple 
of occasions in my life where | felt the need for something.. different" 

"Were you and Jason. together?" 

'No.. of course not. It was purely sexual. Well, at least for me." 

"And for him?" 

"Guess why he left in the end" 

"Have | been wearing a focking blindfold all these years?" 

"Not in my presence, as far as | remember." 

"God. can you cut it out?" 

ae 


"Man, this is like in one of those movies where somebody suddenly peels off a rubber mask and reveals his 


true self. I've known you for focking 37 years, goddamni#! We even slept in the same bed!" 
"One of the toughest things | ever had to endure’ 

"Haha, very funny: 

"| wasn't being funny" 

"What do you mean?" 


"Ah... nevermind.” 


"Come on, you started spilling the beans! I've got time. | don't have anything on my schedule until soundcheck 
at 4 in the afternoon and I'm not leaving until you stop making mysterious allusions instead of telling me the 


truth" 


4 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to the wonderful BneJovi for proofreading outside of her usual fandoms! ©) 


Lars and James were interrupted in their conversation when a small car suddenly turned around the corner 


and the two men ducked a little in their hiding place in the Volvo. 


The car stopped next to the van. Two tall young men got out and were welcomed by the film team. One of 
them had long hazelnut brown hair and a slim moustache and wore bell bottom jeans and a jeans jacket, the 


other one was dressed almost exactly like Jack with the difference that his long full curls were bright red. 
"Oh, ‘Chris’ and ‘Dan’ have arrived." Lars commented. 

"Now its getting kind of spooky.” 

"You can say that again" 


Chris and Dan sat down for the make-up girl and the film crew bustled about to prepare the next scene. The 


camera men unloaded some guitar cases and amplifier cabinets and placed them around the street corner. 


After a few instructions from the director the cameras started rolling again. All four "band members" carried 
their equipment and instruments and loaded them into the van. They were cracking jokes, sometimes playfully 
shoving each other. Once Jack and Chris stopped and talked while mimicking playing guitar, obviously to recall a 


certain moment from the show, then they burst into laughter. 


Lars heard James gulp audibly, then he realized he himself was holding his breath as well. Even after more 
than thirty years, it still hurt. The young man who was supposed to be Cliff impersonated him spot-on, and on 
top of that he looked as if he were his son. 


Lars wondered what it would be like if Cliff was still alive and sat here in the car with them at this very 


moment. Sometimes he could still hear his voice in his head, especially his laughter. 


Cliff's death had hit James the hardest, if it was even possible to compare the effects that such a traumatic 
event has on a person. They'd been so young when it happened, and James had always looked up to Cliff like to 
an older brother, although Cliff wasn't that much older than James. He had admired his attitude and his self- 
confidence. When Cliff died, it was as if someone took the wooden plank away from him and he had to swim 


through the ocean all alone. 


Eventually, Chris sat down behind the wheel of the van and Dan beside him on he passenger seat. Jack 


slammed the back door shut and gave Linus a furtive peck on the cheek before they joined the others. 


James chuckled and once again Lars felt like a cartoon thought bubble filled with question marks appeared 
above his head. 


The film crew members and actors applauded and high-fived each other. The director hugged all four young 
men one by one and expressed her enthusiasm with a huge smile on her face. Then everybody helped to stow 


the rest of their equipment away. 


James dropped his binoculars and rubbed his eyes, then he covered his face with his palms and took a deep 


breath 

"You really never noticed, Lars? In all these years?" 

"Never noticed what?" 

James rested his hands in his lap and stared outside the car window. 

"That | had a crush on you? From the day that we met?" 

It was like that moment when you trip and fall, when for a split-second your mind tries to deny what is 
actually happening, Lars heard the words, and his brain tried to find a solution on how to categorize them. He 


opened and closed his mouth like a fish a couple of times until he could finally decide what to say. 


"What? Wha? No.. Wait a minute! No, you haven't said this, have you? Is this some kind of a prank? Am | 


dreaming?" 

"No, you're not dreaming. And it's not a prank." 

"You had a crush on me?" Lars' voice cracked. 

"Yog" 

"This is.. but.. " 

‘Its true, Lars. | know it sounds crazy to you." 

"Crazy. it's.. | don't even have a word for this! Oh my god! Why haven't you told me in all these years?" 


"Well, It wasn't easy, as you can probably tell. In fact it scared the hell out of me. | didn't know how to handle 
it at first, so | just tried to keep it inside." 


"l. | still cant believe what you're saying!" 


"It turned into a lot more than a crush, Lars. And then | was so afraid of losing you if | had told you about 
my feelings." 


"So afraid that you nearly threw me out of the band various times?" Lars raised an eyebrow. 

"Look. there were times when | thought | just couldn't stand it any longer! Having to keep these feelings inside 
and never being able to show them. It just hurt really bad sometimes. So there were situations when it 
dragged me down so much that | thought that it would be better if | cut you out of my life - yes, that's 
true. But l'm glad | never did it. And no matter how often we fought, in the end | was always.. happy with you." 
A hint of a smile appeared on James’ face for a second. 


‘Oh my god.. And what's so different today that you are telling me all this right now?" 


"| don't know.. maybe this -" he gestured towards the film set with his hand, "or maybe it's just because we're 


not getting any younger and | don't want to kick the bucket without having told you the truth." 


"Don't say shit like that! I'm not letting you kick the bucket any time soon, dumbass!" Lars boxed James' 


shoulder with a smirk. 
"l'm not planning on it, either.." 


Both men sat in silence for a while, watching as the van and the car drove away, leaving no traces behind of 
what had just been happening during the last hour. The street lamp on the corner started flickering. 


"Well, after all that I've told you, Lars.. Are we still in a band together?" For the first time since he had 


revealed his secret to Lars, James looked his friend in the eye with a somewhat silly smile. 
Lars rolled his eyes and slumped back in his seat. 


"God, what a stupid question. Of course we are! Oh, James, | guess we'd even still be in Metallica if the earth 
stopped turning.. But can | ask you one thing?" 


"Sure. Anything.’ 
Lars turned to James and fixated him intensely with his big green eyes. 


"What made you so sure that | would have rejected you?" 
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"Why | was so sure that you would have rejected me? | don't know exactly. It didn't even occur to me that 
anyone else in our genre of music could be into guys and girls at the same time. It was just the way it was: 
guys in metal bands were supposed to be straight and nothing else. Those were the ‘80's. And you were so 
intrigued by this rockstar lifestyle from the day we decided to form the band and you kept talking about 
partying and girls.. And then when things finally started happening with the band, you were always the first to 
brag about your sexual adventures in great detail, if | may remind you." James absent-mindedly drew circles 


into the dust on the dashboard while he was talking. 


"Oh, Jeez.. | wanted to belong, | wanted to impress you with those stories. Because | was always afraid that 
you'd think | wasn't cool enough for you and the others. That | was just this weird little European guy who 


you'd get rid of once you found a better drummer." 


"Oh, come on! That's always the same old story. You even told jokes about queers, so | thought if | told you 
something, you'd instantly drop me." 


“That. James, that was also part of the ‘big boy’ world! | don't have a problem with homosexuality at all. And | 
always thought you knew that." 


"Well, maybe later on in the ‘40s. But that was long after | met Fran. And | decided to close that book after | 
met her. Well, anyway. What does it matter today? | mean, how do you think you would have reacted?" 


Lars didn't say anything for a while. A situation that always made James nervous, because it usually only 


happened once in a decade. Lars turned his gaze out into the dark, gnawing on this thumbnail. 
James put his hand on Lars' shoulder. "I'm sorry, dude. It's okay. Its gotten late. Let's just drive back." 


"No." Lars' voice was barely a whisper when he turned his head back to James. Were there tears in his eyes? 


"This is so focking unfair, you know?" 
"What?" 


“Because we can't turn back the clock Because I'm a fucking old codger now that | finally have the guts to tell 
you that l.. love you.” 


"Brother, | know that you love me. And you just proved it once again by not running away from me after all 
the crap I've just told you." 


Lars sighed and rolled his eyes. "God, you've always been a little slow, Het” 
He smiled, and a tear dropped from his eye onto James' hand which still rested on his shoulder. 


"Crush? Since the day we met? Hello? Same goes for me. Man, wasn't | obvious enough all these years?" Lars 


sniffed and wiped away the tears with the back of his hand. 


Now it was James who was at a loss for words. There was no sound, no movement. Time stood still. Watery 


green eyes stared up into incredulous sky blue ones. 
After what seemed like an eternity, James whispered: " You felt the same?" 
"fel? Try again" Lars closed his eyes for a moment. Then he opened them again and put his hand over James’. 


"James Alan Hetfield, I've been in love with you since the very first day. And all of my life | would have sworn 


to Motörhead that my love was unrequited." 

"You are." 

"Bisexual, yes. Just like you, as it seems." 

"We've lived side by side for almost forty years and we both never had a clue?" 

| was so afraid to lose you if | had made a move on you. And fuck, dude.. Never ever would | would have 
expected.. You're the epitome of heterosexuality, man! How should | have guessed you wanted to get in my 
pants? You never ever did anything remotely gay in your entire life!" 

"At least in public.." James smiled and winked. 

"While on the other hand tons of people would say that the odds are fifty-fifty that I'm homosexual." 
"Really?" 

"You never google your name, do you?" 

"Uhm... no." 

"Good for you. James, I've had.. numerous. sexual affairs with men. Of course, | always did my best to keep it 


a secret for the sake of the band Maybe that didn't work so well in the 40s when | was heavily on drugs and 
started dressing like a rent boy..." 


"Fuck, you looked divine, baby!" 


It was probably just a slip of the lip, but hearing James call him "baby" sent a spark of electricity right 
through the lower half of Lars’ body. 


"You'd just have had to snap your fingers and I'd have done anything you wanted." 
"Oh, why didn't that ever work in the studio?" James chuckled. 


A few moments of awkward silence passed. Both men startled when a cat suddenly appeared out of nowhere 


and ran across the street. 

"Man, that's quite a lot to chew on for the future, isn't it? But | guess we should really get you back to the 
hotel now. Its almost 4 AM. We got a job to do tomorrow night. We can talk about the past another time." 
Lars leaned forward and reached for the keys, but James grabbed his wrist to stop him. 


"Please, not yet. The past? Didn't you say something else just a few moments ago?" 


"Well, yes, about myself. But don't worry. | had to stare at your perfect ass for more than thirty years, I'll be 


able to make it through tomorrow night just as well" 

'So you're still. | mean." 

"Im sorry if that makes you feel uncomfortable" 

‘Lars, | wasn't talking only about the past either! l'm still in love with you. | may have learned to keep my 
feelings in check, but they've never subsided. | don't want this to be just another missed opportunity. There 


were far too many missed opportunities in our lives." 


With every word, James stroked Lars’ shoulder with his fingers, slowly sliding towards his neck, until his 
thumb was on Lars' cheek and his fingers behind his ear. 


"What are you doing there, James?" 


"Don't you wanna know what it feels like?" James’ voice was low and so seductive that Lars felt how he got 


goosebumps in all kinds of places. 


"Maybe if | could enter a time machine and look like that again" Lars nodded his head in the direction of the 


street corner. 


"Lars, in our hearts we can be like Jack and Linus again any time we want. | don't give a shit about looks. When 


| look into your eyes today there's no difference to 1981." 
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Their lips touched like they were moving in slow motion Both of them obviously wanted to intensify the 


sensation as much as possible. 


Lars closed his eyes; James let his open. For a moment, they didn't move at all, as if the sensation of the 
other one's lips was so incomprehensible that they had to take their time to let it sink in. Their first kiss. It 


was reality, not just one of the countless dreams from almost four decades. 


They scooted closer together as much as possible in the cramped space of their seats and their hands came 
to life. Lars slipped his fingers underneath the fabric of James’ open jacket and cautiously placed his palms on 
James' chest where he felt his heart beat as heavily as his own. James still had one hand on Lars’ cheek. 


When he put his other hand on Lars’ thigh, Lars let out a soft moan. 


Over all the years, they had touched each other so often, probably a lot more than most other band mates 
usually did, yet this was completely different and new. All the times that Lars had sat on James’ lap at photo 


shoots had nothing in common with this moment. 


They pulled apart only for a second to catch their breath, then James reached down between Lars' knees to 


find the handle to push the seat backwards. He found it and the seat moved with a screechy sound. 
"Man, you should give your gardener a raise. This car is a pile of junk!" James chuckled. 


"You know what? l'm gonna buy Mrs. Dominguez a brand new car after tonight," Lars answered before he 
pulled James closer to him again and kissed him feverishly. And just like the many things they did in perfect 
unison, they opened their mouths at the exact same moment. 


For someone who is over fifty, there aren't many things that still evoke an all-encompassing, unprecedented 
thrill anymore, but the sensation of their tongues touching was definitely one of them. 


"Oh fuck, James." Lars gasped in a short break while they panted and let their hands wander southwards. Their 
self-conciousness was slowly fading away and Lars didn't cringe as much as he had expected when he felt 
James palm tenderly stroke his belly. James was so right. It was impossible to turn back time, so why not 
accept the present and enjoy it. It felt so good to touch and be touched. What did body measurements matter? 


When James’ hand moved on to the growing bulge in Lars’ pants, Lars let his head fall back against the 


headrest and moaned some inarticulate Danish swear words. His eyes were hooded when he looked into James' 


again and began to stroke James’ hardening cock through the fabric of his jeans. 


"Oh yeah." How many of James’ Oh yeahs’ had Lars heard on stage throughout the years, waiting for this 
one? Not an intimidating roar addressing hords of avid fans, but a deep, soft, lusty growl into Lars' ear. 


Scooting sideways on his seat, James leaned over and opened Lars’ fly with skillful hands. 

‘Oh.!" Lars gasped in surprise. 

"Huh?" James looked back up at him. 

"Nothing, | just thought.. you know, that you would want me to do that to you first” 

"Rock, paper, scissors?" James grinned the way only he could grin 

Lars snorted and rolled his eyes, then he said with a loving smile: "Oh, James, you're such an asshole." 
"Those are exactly the terms of endearment | expected from you in this situation" 

They laughed and kissed again while James slid his hand inside Lars’ jeans. 

"Still no underwear, Mr. Ulrich? Tststs.. you naughty thing, you." 

For a brief moment, Lars seriously wondered if they weren't too old for something like this. But seconds later, 
the section of his brain that was responsible for reasonable thoughts was shut off when James lowered his 


head and wrapped his lips around the head of Lars’ dick. Was it 1981? 2018? What did it matter? 


Their inhibitions faded along with their perception of the world outside. Here they were, in their little hideaway. 
Just James and Lars. Absolutely nobody knew where they were. 


For once Lars Ulrich forgot about schedules, contracts and to-do lists, the only thing that mattered was the 
sensation of his cock inside James Hetfield's mouth. James sucked him off so expertly that Lars felt a sting of 
jealousy of the guys who had had the pleasure of experiencing this in the past. But this wasn't the time to 
ponder about the past. He was finally having sex with James and he was determined to indulge in each and 


every second of it, goddamnit! Who knew if this was ever going to happen again 


Although he was inclined to close his eyes due to the sheer power of his arousal, he forced himself to keep 
them open so he could watch James. He wanted to chisel the image of James’ lips around his dick into his brain 
for all eternity. All those dirty sluts over all the years, male or female - none of them had ever been able to 
make him feel this way. 


He moaned without restraint by now and was rewarded by the vibration of James' muffled grunts. When Lars 


felt his orgasm approach, it struck him that he probably couldn't take for granted that James would let him 


come in his mouth. 

He looked around, found a tissue box in the door next to him and tried to reach for it. 

"Fuck, m so close, James.." He shrieked in order to warn his friend, but strong hands held him in place. 

‘lm gonna." Lars squirmed and wriggled, and then it happened. He screamed James’ name when he came in his 
mouth and James swallowed like he'd never done anything else in his life. When the aftershocks receded, James 
lifted his head while still leaving his fingers wrapped around the base of Lars’ cock. 

"Where the fock did you learn that, you dirty focking." The rest of the sentence was swallowed by a fierce 
kiss. James stuck his tongue into Lars' mouth with vehement desire. Their teeth clashed and Lars’ tasted 


himself in James’ saliva. 


Lars felt James’ fingers press deep into his shoulders, probably leaving bruises behind, when they pulled apart. 


James panted as if he'd just run a marathon, His eyes were dark with lust when he looked at Lars. 


"Okay, my turn now." 
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James didn't know how many times in his life he'd fantasized about what this never-resting little tongue could 
do to him. He stared at Lars as if in a trance when said tongue moistened the lips of the heart-shaped mouth 
that was now uncharacteristically silent. For a moment, he lost himself in those emerald eyes that had 
hypnotized him from the day they'd met and that he couldn't get enough of. After so many years as 
professional musicians, it wasn't necessary to look at each other on stage to give each other signals anymore. 


But James felt safe whenever he looked into Lars’ eyes. 
Then Lars’ lids fell shut and he lowered his head. 
"Oh, fuck yeah.." James groaned fervently when he felt the warm wet cavern of Lars' mouth. 


He clawed his fingers into the fabric of the seat and let his head fall back Lars wrapped his hand around the 
base of James’ dick and tried to take as much of him into his mouth as he could, which wasn't an easy task 
due to the position and the sheer size. But judging from the precum he had seen glisten in the dark before he 
closed his eyes and the pulsating he felt beneath his fingers, James wasn't looking for perfection tonight. He 
was already close when Lars started sucking. All the years, wrinkles and receding hairlines be damned. At this 
very moment, he didn't feel a year older than the two youngsters who had just done the exact same thing a 


few feet away from them in the alleyway. 


Lars breathed in long and deep and let James’ musk fill his nostrils. He had always gotten off on James’ scent. 
It was the reason why Lars hugged him all the time and enjoyed sitting on his lap whenever he could And in 
addition to that, wearing James’ clothes every now and then, even in front of cameras. How blind must James 


have been not to notice that it wasn't just a silly game? 


Lars was far from getting another erection - at his age, that wouldn't happen any time soon, not until much 
later today - but the thought of what was lying ahead of them definitely made some nerve-endings in the 
right places react. Mental images came up in his mind, memories of the latest episode of the fan-made video 


series that his lawyer had sent him yesterday: Jack's and Linus' first time. 


He'd been glad that he'd been all alone when he watched it. And watched it again. And watched that particular 
scene again. Even after he had jerked off, he had watched it numerous times more. The screen version of his 


ever-present fantasy. It wouldn't happen tomorrow, that much was for sure. But the certitude that it would 


happen soon was intoxicating. 


With a lionlike roar, James shot his massive load into Lars' mouth. It was impossible for Lars to swallow it all, 


and it dribbled down his chin when he let go of James’ cock and sat back up. 


James pulled Lars up to him, cupped his face with both hands and kissed him passionately, although they both 
were still out of breath. He seemed not to mind the taste of himself in Lars‘ mouth. 


"Wow.. that was so fucking amazing, baby." 


"Try not to call me baby tonight at work, honey." Lars chuckled, still panting and wiping his chin with the back 
of his hand. 


They both giggled and held each other tight, satisfied and drunk on emotions. 

The knocking on the window came so unexpectedly that both men jumped in fright. James pulled the hem of his 
sweater down over his still-open fly in a split second. 

"San Francisco Police Department! Open the window and put your hands where | can see them!" 

Lars looked for the button to open the window frantically until he realized that it had to be opened with a 
handle. He rolled it down and tried to avoid the police officer's seemingly amused gaze. His colleague waited a 
few steps away from the car. 

"Good evening, gentlemen" 

"Ev'nin', Officer." 

‘I'd like to remind you that this city has finer areas for a romantic get-together than this one, especially at 
this time of night, or morning, rather. You can consider yourselves lucky that we don't have any evidence for 
charging you with what you've obviously just been doing a few moments ago. In public. | hope you are aware of 
that?" 

"Of course, Officer," Lars replied monosyllabically. 

"Good. So since its nearly the end of our shift and | don't smell any alcohol or drugs on you, | suggest you two 
lovebirds continue this in a private environment and get out of here as quickly as possible. Can we agree on 
that?" 


"Yes, Officer. It won't happen again, | swear." 


"Fine, and by the way | think it's time for a set of new tires. The tread depth looks pretty low." 


"Oh, thank you. Good night, Officer." 
"Good night, guys.’ 


Lars rolled up the window and started the engine. They left and drove back to James’ hotel in awkward silence. 


The policemen went back to their car and got inside. 


"Dude, we should cut down on those weird energy drinks. | could swear that those two old fags in the car 


looked like James Hetfield and Lars Ulrich from Metallica. How crazy is that?" 
"Man, that stuff must be making you hallucinate. | thought the exact same thing!" 
"By the way, what about if we share a ride to the Metallica concert tomorrow night?" 


“Sounds like a plan. | can pick you up at five." 


